so anyways, im sitting here, babrbq sauce on my penid, i cant feel anything below my ribcage and as i think
i wonder, what led me to this particular type of afternoon
and after some pondering i realized that maybe
maybe going to that store with scott wasnt the best idea
yknow how sometimes those 7/11's will have some weird sale on that one product nobody ever really even wants
yeah so me n my good ol pal scott here
we went to the store for some snacks because, after a hard day of gaming
we had the munchies
so
anyways
in said store, they had a sale
a sale one babrbuq sause
and th sale was like 2 or 3 free if you got like 5
and honestly
why and who would even buy that much
but we did. Why? because capitalism
anyways
we went back to the vibe shack and yknow, went back to gaming
the-
pardon, a homie is going down with 5 shots of a horse tranq
now where was i?
ah, i see
so, we went back to the vibe shack with what was it scott?
7 or 9 bottles of bbq sauce?
"yeah
something like that" - Scott
yeah
and so, after a good while of hardcore gaming, i took a break while scott did a solo quest because gamer grind yknow?
and on that break, i looked at all our bottle o' sauce and thought. well, what the fuck we gonna do with all this?
"what a tryhard
can't even rest with the bros" - Tobi
tobi, hes grinding for the boys
anyways
i was like "what am i gonna do with this shit"
and
and i then was like "what if i made wine with it?" cos yknow there was a trend goin around
of diy refined prison wine
and so, i put away the bottles in like an old milk jug or smth
yknow, did the trend thing, added sugar n yeast
blah blah blah, anyways
went back to game then completely forgot about it
flash forward a couple of days, perhaps a week
"i love how we have a gamer shack" - Scott
we have to have a gamer shack dude
"its like regular show here
is what im imagining
im mordecai, you're rigby" - Scott
i feel insulted but also complimented at the same time
anyway back to the story
after awhile, found em again, popped the lids cos yknow, fermentation creates gas
put em back, left em
cool side note, we pretty much beat the game at this point
anyways, found them again! this time, i thought, well, boys got funny liquids tonight why not add the cursed sludge to the party?
so i did
and EVERYONE hated it with a passion
except it was funny because whoever didnt do a dare took a shot
of cursed homemade bbq sauce wine
ok so
yeah, party, shit truth or dare with losers drinking diy bbq sauce wine
if you could even call it that
anyways from that point on my memory gets *foggy*
so i woke up, trashed, bbq sause on my dick
scott was i think in the bathroom passed out in a tub
"i was
i remember there being ice" - scott
i know you do.
because we had to clean up the aftermath
"did you guys had a party ?
irl" - wat
"no
ive never even seen his face lol" - Scott
"oh lol" - wat
wth are u talking about scott 
"oh yeah right
ive totally met you and gaymed with u" - Scott
christ did that tub hurt ur noggin that bad?
"probably
i remember being thrown" - Scott
maybe.
maybe..
